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MARK SUTHERLAND: "

OR,

POVEB AMD PHIMCIFIE ft

BY EMMA D. K. N. SOUTHWOKTH. b

CHAP. XV. J

She 11 go with him, in all his weal and wo, .

t>lw li 1m> with htm in MriMM and In ifform;
In hii atfliciion-i, should they i'all on him; '* **'

In his temptation*, when bad men beset him ; b
In all the fwril* which may i>re.«a around him ft
And, xhould they crush him, in the hour of death.

Taylor.Philip Von Artewrlde. ,
a

' Come here, Rosalie, I want to have a very .

serioui talk with you, my child," said Colonel £
Ashley, rising to meet his nieee. as she entered, w

and leading her to a seat. "Now, iny dear, 1 ^
am very sorry for something that I have just e,

J nolni tntr .l»or f n r.i not
bearu. n.»j, i>««, *̂ * "

going to pcold. If I indulge in any sort of 10«roti«h.it must be in self-rej>roach for my own |j
reprehensible carelesnea*. And ho, my child. u

you are engaged to be married!" n

Rosalie's face crimsoned, and her eyes fell to },
the ground. d

And what good, Rosalie, do you think will },
ever come of this imprudent step ? " 1
The blush deepened on her cheek, but she n

did not reply.
' And what am I to think of this penniless jr

young man. who uses his position in my family [
11 wile the affections of my niece.an heiress ?
Would it not be a fair and rational conclusion
u> set him down as an unprincipled fortune- p
hunter?" h
Rosalio started. Her eyes flashed, her lips ^

;tiivered. Sbe exclaimed.
' Uncle, you do not believe that.you do n

not!" h
''Would it not be fair to believe it?"
"Uncle, you are a noble-hearted being.you it

always recognise true nobility in others. Uncle,
be just to Mr. Sutherland.nay, be just to
yourself.unsay your words."

' Why, Rosalie, ninety-nine out of a hundred 0;
would call your lover a fortune-hunter."
"Oh, sir, they could not.they could not! tl

knowing that Mr. Sutherland voluntarily re- s<
noun ed a large fortune for an idea of duty." »

At any rate, Rosalie, here are the naked t;
fa'ts: Mark Sutherland, being quite penniless, tl
and well knowing that he has no way on earth [
of supporting a wife, makes the best use of his |.
opportunities to woo and win an heiress!"
Rosalie dropped her face into her hands; her jy

bosom heaved convulsively, as with some in- U]
ward struggle, for an instant, and then lifting
a countenance blushing and tearful, yet gently
resolute, she said, in a faltering voice:
"I must make a confession, even if it cover

me with humiliation. 1 must clear Mr. Sutherland.and take the blame where it truly belongs.ujionmy own head. Uncle, it was my
fault.my own.mine solely " w

She paused, for her girfs nature would not 0<
tear the look the old mao fixed upon bor. She fr
averted, her face, and with deeply n ushed cheek e<
and luw, tremulous voice, resumed: u:

1 loved him, uncle. It was impossible, w

adoring moral heroism as 1 did, not to love him. t<
(rod and angels know it, and you must know
it, too" it

Again she paused for an answer, hut Col. m

Ashley did not reply, and she asked.tl
" Uncle! yon exonerate Mr. Sutherland now. ic

do you notV a
' Ye*!exclaimed Coloucl Ashley, speaking ei

a" if waking up out of a reverie. " I exonevat- r«
ed him at lir-t; I only wanted to see, Rosalio,
whether you would have the honor and gen- ni
erosity to admit what you have. Good heaven ! al
I - seems to me fully one-half the love originateswith the girls, although they have too much m
tact to let us know it! Now, there was your al
aunt ; I was two years courting her. In truth,
I thought I had a terrible time to win her r«
heart. but listen, now: Some time after we had fi
been married, she told mo how many months tl;
she had heen 'Netting her cap' at me before 1 hi
ever thought of her; and yet you see after she hi
DM 0008 gained her point, and brought mo to th
her fret, she kept mo on the tenter-hooka of ai
M»'en«r for two years!"
M iy I go now ? Are you done with me, hi

uncleV th
" N >. ray dear, I have not begun with you te

yet' must give you a lecture! Don't you or
know it was a very unmaidenly thing of you hi
to net your cap' at Sutherland ? '

ni
lTncle, Mr. Sutherland evidently does not tk

pronounce such a judgment, and therefore it |r
iii not so." lu

No, [>oor fellow! because he doesn't know w
you r/i«i it! He's under the illusion that he did w
all the love-making himself! That's natural m
But now thrn. Rosalil, how do you expect to y<get along in this world if you and Mark are lyinvri (1' You may know that he haa no way h<
ot supporting you, and your guardian would c<
see you both in the bottomless pit before he'd ttadvance a cent of your fortune. Come, stop hblushing and trembling, and answer me. my d
srir; I lilto peoplo to be practical.what c I u
yju expect to do? " t<I do n<.t know, undo; I wish to leavo it all Rtu Mr. Sutherland. I have so much confidence t:
a his judgment and in his regard for me, thatI f 1 perfectly sure he will never draw me into »]
*ny evil or sutTering."Always faith in Mark! Suppose he Bhould

going away in a few days, and suppose he nrli'ml 1 wish to marry and take you with him V <jIn that case, I should wish to go, dear un- tlHave you done with me now, sir? *' asked tiHi^alie, really distressed by the length and pi-encs-i uf the examination to which she had abeen subjected. j;^ es you in ay go! " answered the old gen- ii| em in, rising, and holding the door open for nher 11 pass. And Rosalie left the study. tl
In the lower hall she saw Mark Sutherland b
oaine to meet her, drew her arm within his ft

X"' t*UD wa^®d 'nt0 Kar"

1>Ve\v Rosalie, do you know that Ishall probably leave here in the course of a dw.-ek''' ti' My uncle has just hinted it to me. Where odo ynu go '"
nHack to the village of S , to take posisee *'",<m °festablished office about to be vacated nby my fr.ond Lauderdale, who ia coming oo nh re, up ,n an errand of which you are alreadyM'Prised, ray dear Rosalie."\ ea I know mamma and Mr. Lauderdale*' 11>« united next month." FWell, dear Rosalie 1b"Well?"
<

i n going away in a week.must wc thenpart'"
yiN t unless you will it eo, Mr. Sutherland."Why J,) you not call me by my Christian tlname'*'

aHjmuhc that would not be true to the deep-t I f,->1 for you.Mr. Sutherland' o<S ipposo you expreai that respect hy doing du I wish you to do, and calling mo as I wish tlto t«! called. Well. Rosalie. are we to nart
. '" IlWfflc?" r *

piI i ^"nleM you *idh to jro and leare ino be- pi
, "7.MRrk.: aiI *. ^ to 'eaT® Joa behind! In lmfing olMliould turn my back upon my guidingkr ">7 »Uij»irttlii>n, my life!"giI fi' ii I atv.oiiw.auy you, Mark.''fl" '.r frieo&t Roae, will they not raiae »< »>i

;' tl^ition'"frN«' 1 hare neither father nor mother, and d«
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iere aro no other friends who have any wish
rule me, or any interest in doing ro. Mj

>nng step-mother is going to break the con
ntionaltie between herself and me by marringa soc>>nd time; and with her own heart

nder ib<> irontlp inflnenre* of ham-ineSH. shr
ill not he disposed to wring mine. As for my
nele, his con has brought n wife home now

lio will he the mistress of his house, and he
> long«»r require* luy piescnoo in thut capacir.Indeed, I might even be considered in the
uy. And neither am I disposed to take a

tcond pla> o in a household of which I have
ithorto heen at the head. And that reminds
is that 1 am at the head of it it ill, and thai
»o duties of the position press upon me every
our.even now," said Rosalie, moving to go.
He caught her hand to detain her.
" Stay.do not leave me just yet. And so.

iy dearest Rosalie, when I go forth from here
ou will accompany me?"

' I have said that if you wi*h it.yea, I will
coompany y»u."
" God bless you, dearest Rose!" burst from

is lips with impassioned iervor. "But, my
ear girl.my fairy, fragile girl.do you knon
rhat women in the far West have to enooun
»r ? ksSM-hips from which the most robusl
hrink! hardships from which the strong and
eautiful India shrank! and will my pale, frail
losalie dare them ? and can she hear them ?'
" India, with her glorious physique, is still a

elioate daughter of the sun ; she is like a gor<
eons, brilliant exotic, that can bloom only in
luxurious conservatory; while I, with mj

ran face and fragile form, am yet a child o!
bo wind.a wood-anemone, that only wither
d in the Southern hot-house.that will flour
ih and thrive in the wilderness "

" Heaven grant it may be as you sa^r, deal
losalie! It is impossible for me to give you
p, to leave you; yet, when I think of all you
lay have to suffer in being my companion, my
cart is filled with anxiety and trouble. What
id you say, dearest? Your sweetest word*
ide under low tones, just as the sweetest vio>tslurk under thick shade.what were you
mrmnrinir ' "

" Only that I should not suffer half as much
i meeting anything villi you, as I should.a*
should "
" Well, dearest ?"
"In being left behivil'' "aid Rosalie, dropingher head upon his shoulder, as he caught

er to his heart, and exclaimed. in a sudden
ur8t of emotion.
"You shall not he left behind, my darling!

ly darling! By all my hopos of earth and
eavrn, I will never, never part from you?"
For a moment her head rested on his breast

i peaco, and then she began to grow restless,
nd twisted horself out of his embrace.
"Where now?" he asked, rather impatiently
She looked at him with a comic expression

F countenance, and said:
"It is a mortifying necessity to confess, but

re truth is, the ham has to be taken out ot
jak and put on to boil for dinner, and I have
ot to see it done; also there are goose berry
irts and lemon custard to be prepared foi
le dessert, and I have got to go and do it
wonder if uncle and cousin St. Gerald, whe
oth love their palates, (low bo it spoken,) will
rer get anything fit to eat when the gorgeoui
Irs. India takes my place!" And so, laughing
nd escaping, she run off.

OIIAP. XVI.
With caution judge of probability ;
Things thought unlikely, e'eu impotable,
Kx)>erienc>e often shows us to he trne

Skaitptt t.

The world-honored and time-honored hard
hose lines are quoted above hahitually look1beneath the mere plausiblo surface of posiiHty,and from tho deep insight thereby gain1,often put forth oracles at opposition to the
iual routino of thought and expectation, yet
hicli the eternal experiences of life continue

> endorse as truths.
Were I writing a merely fictitious narrative
would be in order now (after the custom

suctioned manner of story-tellers) to describe
le cruel opposition the lovers met from tyron
al parents, guardians, &o. But I am writing
true story.in this particular at least ' stang
tl.rvp fiction.anu so have no such events U

slate.
It happened as Rosalie had predicted.six

iet no serious opposition to the current of liei
Sections. And if we look into the causes of thai
miency on the part of her guardians, we shall
ot find their non-resistance so unaocountablc
iter all.
Left without father or mother.without neat

slativee or natural protectors, except a youthiletep-damc, now too entirely absorbed in
10 contemplation of her own marriage, and
old uncle to whom, until two yearn past she

ad been a perfect stranger, Miss Vivian was
ins not the first object of intorest to any one
round ber.
It is true, that when Kosalio made known

sr purpose to Mrs. Vivian, the lady opposed
10 contemplated marriago with entreaties and
ars: but finding tlint entreaties and tears
lly distressed the maiden without shaking
»r resolution, the young step-mother felt
sither the right nor the inclination to nttcmpt
10 arbitrary control of Miss Vivian's destiny
i yielding her final consent.the sweet-lipped
idy said amid falling tears." Oh ! were he
ell-establishod, Rosalie, there is no one in the
orld to whom I would resign you with so

mch pleasure and comfort, as to him whom
3u have chosen. And well I know, and deep'1 feel, that oven now, from this low point of
fe.with you by his side.with you for an inrntivewith his high moral principles and inilleotaalfaculties, and in this favored country,
e must rise, he must accomplish a brilliant
eetiny! But, oh! Rosalie, my child, in the
lean while, I dread for you those toilsome,
jrrible first steps on tho road to success ? Oti!
[osalie, pause! How much wiser to wait un1he has conquered success! "

" And share his triumphs when I would not
hare his toils ? No! no! no!''
"It u'rvnlil Krt in r>i ii r» Vi oo fni* P au«1:A "

.. """.V* "V V .W., .

"And so much more prudent to allow him.
i those momenta of dopre*ion and despond
noy that must come, to think that it is only
he tucctxsful etateeman or jurist whose forlines1 would share, not those of the toiling as

irant' To turn a second India on his hands
nd so forever and forever break down his
nth in womanhood, in disinterestedness, and
i truth? No! no! no! and a thousand time?
o! I have tho b!e«od privilege of healing
he heart that India wounded, of Idling up the
row that she bowed down, of strengthening
nd sustaining the faith that she weakened.
" If you should be a burden to him ?"
" I will never be a burden to him Proviencewill never so fail me Mine is no sudengirlish fancy. It is a deep earnest affeoion,arising from the profoundest sentiments

f esteem and honor that ever woman felt foi
lan.and the Father whoinspired it will bless
i. Hy. who in his benignant love said, ' It it
ot good for man to be alone,' will strengthen
is to lie a truo help-meet for my husband.''
" Oh, Rosalie ! be practical, child !"
" Be faithful first, and practical afterwards
" Rosalie you don't know what you brave
anoy yourself and Mark now married, and
ouse-keeping (forsooth!) in aoine wretch
1 log-cabin or some I at h-and- plaster shell of i

santy, in some new Western village. Fanej
ruiruplvnii tuitli Hnvn with thftt niiniA of naa

sttlementa, the ague, and each unable to helf
io other, and no one to jjivo you a cup of tea
nd perhaps with no tea in the house."

44 That is a plain statement of a Terr diurnal
nntingency, dear mnmma. Yet I ha?'' no
ouht tbat we should shiver and shake s&ielj
trough it as our neightiors.that are to bellido! Yet it is not fair or wise to oontemlatethe worst possibility only. The Western
ioneers are not always laid up with the ague
nd without tea !' said Rosalie, with a sparkle
' fun in her eyes.
Rut in a moment after, the young girl's face
rew serious, and she said, in a tremulous
»ico, " And besides, dear mamuia, the very
ngbears that you have evoked to frighten me
uui myjourney only draw me 00 to go. Oh,
> you think, mamma, tbat 1 could bear to

»
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stay hero in safety, ease ^nd luxury, and know ythat he wfto far away, exposed to all the dan- It

. gets, hardship*, and privation* of a pioneer 1<
life 1"

I " Nonsense! Danger is the natural element
of man ! to seek it is the nature of the cre.v
ture 1 "

"Yes, mamma: hut illncs->, fever, burning
thirst, solitude, and helplessness. is not. And,
if 1 thought that Mark were sulfa ing all these
things in some wretched Western cabin, an I I
not near to bathe his head and give him a cup ^

> of cold water, and to nurse and comfort and ^>oothe him, but separated fn m him by thou- R
I sands of nnles of mountains and plains, I tell ^

you. mamma, it would nearly break my heart!
It is no use! I mtnf go with him. to meet what- p
ever of good or ill Kato 1 u in store. It can
have nothing else so evil as a separation ! Oh ! 0

> I feel as if the worst calamity that could possi- jblybefall me. would be a separation from him '

' Foolish girl! You lo>. that broad-shoul-
derod, robust man, as tenderly as a mother
lores ber babe!

"1 love hitu with a tenderness and sympa- tjihy that miiliHk me tremblingly alivo to his
least sorroy cr lightest pain; und yet, murk
yon, maituap^ with an caPem, with a depth of
respect, with an honor that makes inc aspire |
to his approbation as my highest good under
Heaven!
"Oh! Rosalie, I will not farther oppose you ! j(Yet, if you only had strength to endure the

hardships of a Western life, I should feel less r

anxiety."
" Do not fear. I shall be able to endure, be- j

cause ' uiy good will is to it;' and energetic,
because I shall have a good motive; and healthy,because I shall be happy.because my
heart will be right and at rest; lor I say it ^again, because it is a great, deep, truth.1 Out hof the heart are the issues of life /' Yes, out of
the heart aro the issues of will, purpose, hope,
health, strength, enterprise, achievement, see- j-(cess! Out of the heart are tho issues of all tho

ygood (or ill) that can oome back to us in ttimo or eternity! on earth or in Heaven !"
li

CHAP. XVII.
We foresee and could foretell s

Thy future fortune sure and well; .
But those passionate eyes speak true, speak true,
And let them say what thou shall do '

Browning. V

With Miss Vivian's uncle the difficulty was

even less in obtaining hij consent to the marriagewith Mark Sutherland: and for the
following reasons.Colonel Ashley worshipped
his proud, talented son, St. Gerald: and, in
his estimation, no interests oould compete for
an instant with St. Gerald's interests. Colonel
Ashley liked Rosalie well enough, and wished
her well enough, and he was resolved to do all
he could to insure her future happiness; yet if J
a slight risk of her welfare would insure the
domestic pence and content of St. Gerald.

f Colonel Ashley was not ono to hesitate between
> the conflicting interests of his neioe and son. |
r And that the marriage and departure of Mark

Sutherland and Rosalie would tend greatly to ^tranquilliio the life of tlio already disturbed
> husband, he could not note doubt. j
[ It was dreadful to notice all the fatal effects
i of India's want of faith.it was awful to anti;cipate the final result. The once haughty and

self-posesusod woman was growing spiritless
and nervous, subject to extremes of excitement

(and depression, moody, irritable, and ilightv j
to the last degree. Her glorious beauty was. t
not fading, but withering, wilting, as you
have seen some riohly blooming flower wither jsuddenly without apparent cause.wither as if

rscorched by the burning breath of the sirocco. tIt was the simoom of guilty passion that scathed ther gorgeous beauty. And the cause was appa
rent to every one around her, not excepting her
bitterly wroDged and most wretched bustiaud. '

i to every one around her but Rosalie, whose per- j
> feet truth and innocence of heart shielded her

from the suspicion of so much evil. If it was
(

fearful to see the ravages that evil passion had j
made in the glorious beauty of India, it wuh

) not less so to observe its desolating effect upon
- the tplendid genius of St. Gerald.
5 It was now a stirring time with aspiring

young statesmen. A great national orisis was
) at hand; and it behooved all prominent politiciansto be up and doing. St. Goruld, of all
3 statesmen, should have been the most active,
r the most energetic. Tha eyes of his party were
' turned in anxioty towards him.the eyes of old
I gray heads, exhausted by a long life's service,
' and reposing on their well-earned laurels, and

the eyes of young aspirants, panting to succeed
*i._ .it r. ,.,i n ij1

vu tjn KII« wcru an itA\7vA ujmii k^v. ui'iiuu, an

their hope, their Icador, and their deliverer! '

A Senator already, he ia carried up on the
tenth wave of popular favor! Should ho serve |them well in thin crisis, as he surely can if lie
will, for his talent, his eloquence, his influence 1

is mighty among the nations ; should he serve jthem well this t:me, there is no honor, no. not
tho highest in the gift of the people, to which jho may not reasonably aspire! St. fcerahi (should he busy now.riding from town to town,
from county to county, from State to State. |convening the people, organising meetings, ma- ^king speeches, drawing up resolutions, and do- ^ing all those multifarious acts hy which states- j'
men in the recess of Congress touch tho secret
springs of the great political machinery, to keep
it in motion, or haply to stop it altogether. St.
Gerald should be up and doing, for now is the
"tide" in his affairs, which "taken at the
flood" may hear bim on to fortune.aye, ulti- 1

mutely to tho Presidential chair. St. Gerald ^should be active, stirring.for every day is destiny! But the young statesman is doing ah- r

solutely nothing He is withering in inaction, a

because his bride is withering from his side.
Colonel Ashley |>erceiveH it all. And can ho j,

see tho brilliant fortunes of his proud boy thus (|

wrecked, if the sacrifice of Rosalie will help v
to avert the ruin 7 No, Rosalie! Only give n
yourself to Mark Sutherland, and coax him t
away to "parts unknown. ' to that "bourne n
whence no traveller returnoth," if possible
and your uncle will smooth your path.he will
try to persuade Clement Sutherland to forego
ku and lint* nnd vicld von ntt vour own

rnrnm^m -»vvj JT J fj
' fortune.ho will give you his blessing, and a« j(
much assistance of every kind am your inde- t
pendent spirit will |>eriiiit you to accept.

Colonel Ashley in fact gave his full consent' |
J and approbation to tbe engagement of Mai'k tt

Sutherland and Rosalie Viviun. He even join- g
ed Mr. Sutherland in persuading Rosalie to p

, kr A>> early day lor the solemnization of the ti
J malfiage.
, And having settled that matter to his satis'faction, ho next sought his friend, Clement p

Sutherland, and having informed him of tbe «

betrothal, entreated lum to make aotno provis- u

ion from the bride's fortune for the young p
couple, or at least to settle an annuity upon her p

, until she should lie of age, and enter upon the c

{sisseesion of her property. j,
i But Clement Sutherland was proof against q
i all arguments and entreaties He locked his w

grim jaws fast, and would yield not a cent or a ii
kind word At last Colonel Ashley left him w

in indignation and despair. He did not then w

' know that hate and revenge were not the only nr

| reasons that constrained the guardian of Mark i<
Sutherland's young brido to hold a death-grip ti

. upon her purse-string* No one then suspected S
t that the money-grasping passion of the man k
r had tempted him into ruinous speculations and a

r embezzlement of thoorphan's funds. ''Sufficient u

i unto the day is tbe evil thereof;" therefore, let U

(
them not dream it yet! g
A week after this betrothal, Mr. Lauderdale m

arrived, to fulfil his engagement with the o<

"sparkling" jonng widow He was received w

with the utmost pleasure by his old friends and m

acquaintances, and welcomed with cordial hoe- c<

pi tality by Colonel Ashley. ui

The next week witnessed two bridals Mr. I
Lauderdale and Mrs. Vivian were married at ki
Ashley Hall, by the pastor of the parish ; and pi
at the sum time and place, by the same min- ci

ister, Mark Sutherland and Rosalie V iviari in
were united in that bond that only death can n<

sever al
The next day there were two departures: p<

Mr. and Mrs Lauderdale bid an affectionate as

adieu to their frienda, and set out lor their

HON,
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alaoe home in the South; and Mark Suther- i

ind, and Rosalie his wife, departed for their f

oahin in the West. <
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MAEY: A MAY MEMORY. 1

nv HARRIET N. KOYKs. - j
The night was already setting in, dark and
amp, with a fast-falling rain, as the Western
tailway train went pufliog and shrieking
way, leaving mo alone, a stranger, in the
part of an inland city.
I'naocustomed to the great world, bewildered

y tbo confusion and din of the depot, and unertainof finding, in the modern Babel, the
hjects of my search, I was for a moment fearj1and disheartened. The memory of a moanigvoice, long unheard, now calling my name,
lie thought of tho wild, weary eyes looking
agerly lor me through the lonely nights and
ngoring days, recalled my self-possession and
he firmness of my purpose, M I stood, embar-
assed and irresolute, oq the steps of the depot.

I had a brave heart as the carriage
umblcd away over the newly-laid pavement,
earing me on and on through deserted streets
nd dirty avenues.looking more desolato und
irty in the rain. and up the long ascent
mding to the Lunatic Asylum.
Fur up in the country, only a few days lie:>re,I had reoeived a message so touchingly

nportunato tliat I had no heart to refuso obe-
ience.the message which had brought me

ere.
As the carriage rolled away, and I ascended

he successive flights of stone steps and crossed
he gravelled walks of the terrace from the
treet to tho Asylum, my heart beat tumultuuslythat I was so near her.my uufortunate,
rihaue step-mother. I reproached myself, not
or the first time, that I had loved her, compasionatedher, so little. I reproached myself
hat the years gone by should have so deadendin my soul the memory of a being whoso
ife had boon the benediotion ol my childhood,
could not now refuse the tenderness withheld

(i long, for the heavy shadows had parted
drove her. and, in clear light, the gates of the
Ctcrnal City wore unfolding to the restored
ision. (
In the hall, tho porter muttered aloud the

iddrcss of my admittance card: ' Mary Somth.Ward6, No. 175. Oh, yes; I will show
ou." And ho lod the way.a long way it
eemed to mc.through wide, deserted halls,
vith dormitories on either side; signalling at
m iron-plated door, which was unlocked from
he inner side. I shuddered as 1 entered the
oom. That could be no quiot spirit which
ccupied it: 1 read it in the small, high winlow.heavily grated, the bare stone floor, the
ingle seat builded in a niche of the wall.I
eail it, most of all, in the worn, haggard exiressionof the remembered face, turned eagerytoward mc as I entered.
" Is she sane ?" 1 inquired, hastily, of the atendant,as 1 passed her at the door.
" Perfectly so. She has btv-n, at intervals,

or a month."
" Leave inc alono with her, then."
And she withdrew.
I approached the bed, timidly, knelt by it,

tnd, taking the thin, white baud in mine, and
overing it with my tears, thanked God, silenty,that this hour had como. She looked on
no with a howildored, earnest glunce. U
Missed away in a moment, and those eyes met
nine again, as they had lingered in my metnoy. clear, serene, and beautiful, shining
hrough the shadows of the far-off past. In
heir light, I forgot, for a moment, the black
'ears which had come between : I forgot all,
n the old, yearning tendornd* t&at had olesfted
ny childhood. 1 had no reproaches that there
md been no light for me in the darkness, since
t was shining on mac now. Sufih an hour will
lot come to me again, until the long-loved,
long-parted, meet in the resurrection, forgetful,
in present bliss, of all that has gone before.

" My mother!" "God bless you, my child !
my cmia wore ino oniy worus we uttered,
striving, through blinding tears, to look upon
each other.
"Oh, how the years have gone by,"she said,

at length, sadly. "It wan but yesterday, I
know it was but yesterday, since I looked ufsin
you last; and yet thcroare many years on you,
my child ; there are deep lines on your brow.
the plain, strong marking of the anxiousjears.
l)h ! it must have been long ago! How strange
that, after the yoars of forgetfulness, Death
hould bring to mo, again, the old memories.
Vex. Death has brought them to me, myeloid.
Death, for which I cried so despairingly, so

Jitterly, years ago, is coming to mo now. I
oust tell you. while I can, why 1 have appeal*ito you. One wish has boon closely in niv
icart, which I can in no way pcrsundo myself
in yield. Remembering you, as I have done, I
lave lelt that you, at least, would not deny mo
Janry me hack to tho old chureh-ynrd of my
intivo village.carry mo hack, and bury 1110
iy I^ewis Liaunic. For fulfilling my wishes,
he world cannot harm you; and it is no mat-
er 10 inn wnni n muy nay or me, lor J Rhall bo
>eyond reproaches.beyond rebuke, Promina
nc, now, that you will bury ino there.promsemo, now."

' I will, mothor.I will."
" <iod bless you for that, my child. And I

ould also wish that in your heart 1 may bo reneinbnredwith kindliness.with charity. . For
hia I have determined to recall the paid, not
oinutely, for, in a life like mine, the deepentnd strongest influenced lie beyond the roauh
f words. I can only tell you ita oommonedt,
te most obvious, eiiierienoea. Oo you remetnierthe old brown home upon the hillaide, the
rehaid stretching beyond it, and the old elms,
rhich embraced each other above it; the
naples by the doorway and the lilac« under
ho window- where the birds builded their
ieatH and sung their lived away, yean agono ? "
" Vc.h, it wa» long ago; but 1 remember it <

11, mother." i

"Oh! it wad a lovely place. I ought to have i

een happy there, perhape; but, even to-day, t
m memory recall", with torturing dial nctnes- >

he darkest years of rnv life.yoan that made \

M what I ain and placed me here. Whon t
.ouis Liaume died, he fid not anticipate such 1
destiny for inei He had been tho discreet f

;uardian of my orphaned childhood ; hid for- >
une had furnished mc ain[>le opportunities for f
bo improvement of fine Ustes in the study of t

\erytbing good or beautiful; and, devoting c
imself diligently and patiently to the work, ho t

ad instructed me carefully in the sciences, in t
rbioh he vu ao rare, no brilliant an enthuaist.His death suddenly left me alone, and
onniless, for he had made no will. Accus- i

imed, from my earliest recollection, to the ee- c
1 union of his study, the solitary companion of t
is walks and hid travels abroad, 1 had ac- i

aired no just knowledge of the world. A c
rider observation of human nature, a keener t
istinct in discriminating character, might have t
amed und preserved me. I never understood 1
rhy your father sought me for a wife Ho c

light have compassionated mo for my friend- v

!«*ne*; he might have renpeou.-a me lor my t

ilouU; he might hare loved me. But John
oinere woe not the man to pitv, recpect, or t
>ve. any human being hut himself. I tell you j
i* it neemn to me now, for at aereeteen I looked (
fx>n all men through the medium which the t
mderueM and generosity of Louie Liaumo bad y
ivon me. Vour father wu twelve years my i

nior; a wife had become a neoeemty, at an (

rerxeer for hie motherless children ; and with n

ordn of affectionate tendernem, which I hod u

ot the diecernmeut to fierceire ae unmeaning j
mventioualitiea, he won me to the taek. In o

iy isolation, my utter lonelineea in the world, b
had a gratitude for hia protection, which h
indlmeiw and afTeotion might have made the *

MMtoaate adoration of which my being waa b
ipnble. But there are some eoula no different
their whole organization, that between them
ithiog in the univerae can oreate intellectual I
Unity. Kach may lie true to itaeJf.true fi
irhape, to iu (»od.hut never a congenial a|
BOoiute for the otlier. H
' I waa tiiuid and <jiiiet in manner ; but, iu *
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ny heart, passiona to and unyielding. With
"tcrnnem and severity I could never !>e awed
>r subdued. A defiant spirit was thoroughly ]
onwd in me. which stooped not to intuiting i

words. but silently returned scorn for scorn. I
\» a dweller in bin hauae. John Somers saw in j i

no everything to censure, nothing to approve t
in inv whole life, I had acquired no It no* ledge fwhich could give nie an understanding of my f

present embarrassing position, and the element 1
n his character which could have won me to 1
veiapt myself to its necessities. was entirely I
wanting. Cares were coming fast uts.n m<\

ooming up before mo like Muck clouds, shut;ingaway from my sight the tree, clear light
which God might have given me. Farther off, ^
wid unattainable, seemed the realization of my
iest hopes.the better, more congenial life for t

i i l\._ .>. ..v. i I.I i
rruivu ft fvaiuvu. i VI iVTC r» MftC, ft UVUtU kUWXl

>orno anything: but there were no soothing i
word* fur me.no hand* to help me, as the
urging waters rose higher and higher about A
me; and I struggled, and buffeted, and yielded
to them alone.
"I can hardly toll how itwa9. now. I should 1

have had more patience. more faith: but
where should 1 look for help, who hud neve/
liecn taught eitbor the om or the other ' In 1
the absence of everything which might have 1
made life tolerable, I reflected and reniemborsd.I rememliered. with reverent adoration,
the man who had bleat mv youth; and, us 1 1
went forward into the darkness, dearer became
the light which had been mine in the past. 1
The freshness of feoling which should have
survived my youth, had left ine forevt r. The I
dear old days of my childhood seemed to me
far, fnr away.no far as to have left in my soul
only the impression of a brief, beautiful dream.
Green fields and pleasant woodlands of myspring-time! they were seared and dead now,
in the chill, desolating autumn. They would
never bloom for me more1

" Day after day went by.days in which life
was a weary load, which I dared not cast
aside.hut I staggered on, with bleeding foet
and beaded brow, for a while hoping against
hope, at la-t lifting my eyes despairingly to the
long, long way betbre.

' To you, my child, these may seem the vagariesof a maniac ; but to me they are terribly
real, for they made me what 1 am The madnessof doepair is not the result of an impulsive,passionate hour; it is the work of years.
of fretting, torturing years Even the child
which God had given me did not rouse me to
effort for its sake, though in my lonelinoss I
gave it a twofold affection. Nparo nie the detailthe evil spirit, which was irresistibly im- (
pelling me onward, was triumphant over the
good.

" At nightfall, on one of those days, 1 sat
down with my child in a shady yook of the
forest, w hich had been the haunt of my earlier
years. There I had watched the sua sot over
me lane, nuc never ho gorgeously as n<>w. I
wondered why God had placed such beauty ho

mockingly over the desolate world. I wondered
if Louis Liaume could see me now, nnd w hy ho
did not help me.the man whose gentle kind-
linens had become a sleepless memory, the one

light of my life! ,
" My heart rose rebelliously against my destinyI would walk out into tho shining waters,

and let them roll over me and my child, and
shut away from my sight, forever, tho joyless
world. I would seek thero the heiog who hud ,

so loved and blessed me. 1 went out, far out,
into tho water, until but a step lay between
mo and him Hut a step,did I say1 Oh! had
l been sure of this.had I been sure tbat it
would not havo removed me from him, hopelesslyand forever, the tiood should have lieen
the Lethe of my life. Although destitute of
healthful principles, without religious faith or

hope, l bad still a fear.perhaps I should say
a oonsciousnesa.-that in the warfare of my liie
1 had not done well. 1 had been cowardly,
guilty; I dared not die. But, tuy child, mychild.who should hinder me! 1 would lift
her up from the abyss into which 1 had fallen,
to tho pure, bright heaven aliove mo.not the
destiny which had doomed me should hold inc
hack. A strange, bitter fearlessness was in
my heart. 1 did it daringly, defiantly. I laid
her dow n in tho still water, as firmly as thoughit had been her cradle, and smiled mockinglyin the face of tho azure sky and golden clouds
above mo for none bad stayed me from giving
her back to dwell auioDg them. I turned
away to tho shore, nnd watched tho golden
Ki.rfia i>r tlm Limuat failn nuruo *1«a
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over the lake. In mv childhood, with tin

earnest, wondering faith, 1 had thought them
the Delectable Mountain**, frnin whose radiant
summits the Pilgrim looked over the Dark Valleyto the land of Hculnh, and farther on, until
he thought he saw the very gato of the CelestialCity, and aonie of tho glory of tho place.'
How changed the vision now, at* 1 turned from
it to tho sky above, and wondered if there were
Much a city, lost to me forever. Oh! how yearninglycould I have looked toward it.how rejoicingly,with my spirit sight, beheld it among
the clouds.had there been a band to have
pointed mc unto it!

"I waited until tho stars eamo out in tho
still heaven, and I said, defiantly, ' There is
none to harm but mo, and 1 have no fear.' It
was the fcarloHsnom of despair

" 1 remember tho trial. The little, rigid
form, caught by tho frock in some shrubbery
bending ov er tho lake, had risen up against me.
A strange thrill ran through my heart, at* I (

heard tho idea of the defence, that I was in- i

sane.a subject of tho mercy of tho court. |
That is a questionable mercy which gives up
the victim to be moddenod by the reproaches
of tho world. Even then I might have been
saved; but there was not one of the stern <

judges of my crime.not one of all that crowd t
of uplifted, ghaatly faces, to look kindly and ,

pityingly upon me; not one to utter the sooth-
^

ing words of charity and sympathy for a heart *

which was yearning and breaking for the old
LM/iAMAie urKioll hull lilodUAtl itjl t

They had for me only liarshnoen, and reproach- ^

si, and chaios Do you know they chain me |
tometimes? and strong men bring ino food, .

warily, as though I were a fierce beast, to be
ihut away from the world.away from human
lympathios. Ha! do you nee the high grated s

windows, ho deep that 1 can get no glitnfse of j
die blue, bright sky ? In my anger, I hut the
ittlo self-control which had held me in check
or yearn. I shrieked, and raved, and struggledmadly against my prison walls Wild, ,

ghastly faces twam through the dim light arid
ibout my room ; and at night I preened my face
(lose to the grating, and shouted to the bends;
ind strange, mocking voices answered mo out
»f the darkness."

» # *

"It is all over now.the stormy struggle of 1

ny wasted life. Dim and distant.remembered '

inly as a troubled dream.are they becoming r

o mo now.these years of which I can tell you '

10 more. Tho waves have swept mo on, and
m, until, weary with buffeting the tempest and |he sprayfl aiu caat, helpless and dyiug, upon '
he shore. The storm hoe died away. I only ®

ift my eyes, yearningly, beseechingly, to tb«* '
:!car sky above me.7 lift my weary arms to- "

vurd it.I remember that ' the Son of tho *

dossed is rerr pitiful.'
" Visions of my childhood melt my heart to f

enderncss. and there comes back to me, sooth- "

ngly, the fresh dewinew of life's spring. Hut H

have no regret that they are past. 1 remem- v

icr, more than all, a green grave in tho church- "

ard, with the weeping elms bending low above n

t, and tho violets of May blossoming in their '

hadow. A kindlier heart was never laid lie- &

leath the greensward.a truer soul never wont

Efrom iU earthly habitation to the dwellingtoeof <iod. You will bury ine there, my J*hild. God bless you for the words. You will ^

mry uie in the shadow of the old olma, bond- *

rig low alKive un, and th« violet-covered turf fl

nil blomom oyer our heads Vea. you will 11

>ury me by Louis Liauuie.'' *

A week later, the bright sun wa« shining aa it
rvcrOMed the gravelled walks on my way *

rom the city. The ash u:ul linden tree# were g
parkling with the heavy rain drops, and spring !i
owers were breathing perfumes in the genial ti
ir of the May morning. ti

J
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Mary Soruers w u dead. If she had com- h

ruitted a great crime, »h»> had made fearful ex- s

piation. I. to whom h»*r life might have bean
v benediction, forgave her, in the depths of ray c

mart, for the sake of all she had suffered. <1

And, this returning May morning, I hate writ- t
:en of her this brief memorial. Although her <

crave is many leagues away. 1 know that the t
hadow of the weeping elms and the dewy vie- s

eta are above it, and another kindly heart is >
rushed I»eneath the greensward that covers s

x)uis Liaurae. t
i

A VOICE FOR FREEDOM * \
No. 1. |

iVhilo man in slavery's impious bond our brother o

dares to hold,
tay, Christian ' ran we calmly hear his tale of «uf- *

firing told?
>ur hope is in JKtiorait's power; His won! to us is

true;
^nd can wo leave our Father s work for alien hands

to do '

^hall we close our eyes in slumber, or lay our weaponsdown,
I bat the labor* of the infidel may rob us of our crow*
I'he foe is on our bulwarks: to us his trumpet rail*.
dust llie hands that shake your pillars bo strong to

build your walls'

p, Christians to the onntest, your right as leadors
claim;

,et tho troops that win the battle tight in Mesaiah'a
name;

ed the slaves, with grateful voices, to liberty restored,
To coming generations toll, " Our help was l'roui tho

Lotto
' lie sent his peoplo to our aid; 'twaa they our froodomwon'"
Thus glory to Jlis name shall flow from what your

work has done;
And the anthems of our victory through countless

ages ring,
From all the ransomed millions.llosannah to our

King*
No 2.

Oppression's wall* are bravely built; the towers are
1

strong and high,
Well-sheltered ueath time-honored laws the firm

foundations lie.
The slave may groan beneath his chains, but can his

sighs prevail ?
Talk of his wrongs in every clitne, yet what can words

avail *

){old, whon near to Canaan s land the choaen Israel
drew,

(Vs strong the ancient oity stood before his fainting
tew, I

lie brought not weapons formed for war; hut when
the trumpet's swell

dose mingling with the people s shout, then the proud
city fell'

\nd still, like arrows winged with tiro, the words of
truth are found

To wrap in tlaiuos the citadel wbioh falsehood girdles
round' I

Talk louder, then, till every stono broak from the tot-

toring wall,
Talk louder, for your words have |*»wer to shake i(

till it fall* I

>poak on, butuot alone to man , let Hon your voice*
near;

Ha wants to blew you with His aid. and lcn«ln liii

willing car

Plead at His thronn His promise*, (we strengthen n*

a* we prav,)
That love nnd peace shall fill thu uartii, tree as the

light of day.
From stronger hands o'er free;wen MSt lib grace and

power ran save,
And in one glorious freedom join the Master and the

Slave;
Twine round the banner of the cross the olive branch

of peace.
And while one soul in bondage lies, lot not our la-

bors oaaae.

What matter e'on through fruitless toil should all our

years out ploy,
When every ransomed soul awn Ices now hymns of

heavenly joy f
The sowers, at the harvost home, the reapers' gladnessshare;
While so.no must finish bore the work, some swell the

nntbein thero;
Hut nil unitod in one bond, no time nor change can

move.

The heritage of life divine.the Brotherhood of Lore

* The abovo piece* are from the pen of Miss CatharinkPhi.sata Ciiaio. of Glasgow, Scotland . a

young lady of high poetical reputation in the city of
iicr residence.and were first published in connection
with the Anti Slavery liaiaar, recently hold there.
Thu readers of tho lira, we doubt not. will admire
aliko tho elegant versification and lofty sentiment of
thus poems and not least the oarnust, devotional
spirit that pervades and sanctifies the whole * ]
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The readers of the Era will remember that,
Kino tiiue since, the Women of England,
through the Dnchoi-.s ( f Sutherland, sent an

Address to their Sisters in America. Although
iliis address whs couched in respectful and
joinmcnduble language, it was assailed with
much bitterness by the Hunker presses, and
hat an acrimonious reply was published by
Mrs. Julia Gardiner Tyler. We find in the

Evening Post the subjoined reply, which will
:ommend itself to tho thoughtful and humane

hroughout the country. The Post says it is
written by a lady " who is now over seventy
fours of age, nnd for the last thirty-five years
ias resided in the city of New Orleans;" that
the is "one of the most respectable and influ ntialInJies" in that city, and is "widely
mown for her unassuming piety nnd uctivo
lenevolenoe."
As un indication of right feeling on the

luhjcct of Slavery, this letter is not without

mportanoo. *

TO TilK Dl'CIIKKH ok HI TIIKttLAND AND
OTHER WOMEN OK KNOLAND,

is nKi'i.r to
' The AJfectmnate nnd Christian Address of
many thousands of Women of Ureal Uritain
and Ireland, to their Sisters, the Women of
the United States of America
I have been waiting and watching to see

vho would respond to this address, or whether
t would not fie communicated to us in a more
iirmnl manner, till, at length, my longing cu- c

losity is satisfied by the appearance of the r

otter of Mra. Julia (Jardiner Tylor. i
Thin cornea from the right quarter. She a

iold* the highest position.the wife of an K*- r

'resident.that our Constitution will admit u

if, and may with perfect propriety take the *

pad in replying to the addreea of the women o

if Kngiand to the women of America on the h
uhjeet of African slaverr It in happily, how- tl
ver, one of the beautiful feature* of our re- a

tuLlican form of Uovnrnmeot, that.without a

.oy conventional graut-ywe are individually li
overeigtiK in matters of opinion, and may, it
rith equal propriety, claim the name nri rilege «

f expressing them, that she ia entitled to, with a

io other foam than the loan of popularity with ei

hoeo from whom we may lie ao unfortunate aa it
0 dissent. * a

Acting, then, upon these principles, I shall ri
eiituro to advance sentiment* that will eon- C
liet with some of my countrywomen'* views, tl
Jeverthelrss, I ain urged on to do it by the y
ure knowledge that there are very many of L
liein.I think I may truthfully say u major- ri

y.aotne Southern women.noble sjicoiraeri*. ti
rho feel with me a decided and unoonquerahle fi
version to the system of slavery, as it exists tl
1 these Southern States, and who would wish
> to lie represented, and who are deeply ti
rieved to see the favor it obtains, not only 1
oni those on whose hearti the spirit of Chris- b
anity ha* not operated, but from profeeeod o

illowem of Jssus Christ, a portion of whom a
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ustain it must lamentable because. they m

ay, on Bible principles MWe,then, embracing such jsirtion* of mv W
lountrywiunon a* coin tile with me in opinion
in thinsubject of African ulavciy, acknowledge j ,
o hate received your address in the t-anic sp.nt
»f kindness in which *r Iclieve it *a» die- I

tatcd. We do not believe that the " finger* . f
tatcsincn guided it. «»r that political subtilty ' K

run it) object. We ur-» unwilling t uttribut' , l(
inch unworthy motive* to your husband*, £ L
here, or brother*, an t» iu|i|it -e that they I
rould make you their willing dupe- We do M
wlieve that it itu the honest dictation of sjm- H
»athy for the suffering* t"d moral degradation H
if our slaves. H
Had your communication to us embraced gl

ub j, eta touching OUT national right*, or touch El
ng the arrangements of any of our legitimate H
iroperty. we would he found among the hint II
o treat it with its merited scorn. H
But the ca*a in point is far otherwise. You.

lave appealed to our sympathies in behalf ot V
ippreased mm, women, and children, in sla- \ ii
cry. who hav® been placed in it bv cupidity, *jind are retained in it by tho numbers that arc £nteia*tod in supporting it. with no other an- %»
nority for it than what time has sanct oned M
<ach a state of thmps ban been ineoT|H>rated *

nto a tangible, regularly licenced system. for
be protection of the booty tbua acquired arid
;hus held, styled the Southern Institution
riiis " Southern Institution," thus worked up J
)f tlesh and blood, bas reaebed the dignity of
i " political right,'' known more definitely as

l Southern right, and is now being claimed us

iuch, at the expense of the Union, by Southern
people, to whom the Northern people succumb
lor office, even to the Presidency. As a nation,
adies, you are justly entitled to a largo share
)f this guilt.tho largest share of it, became
pou have fastened it on us. We appreciate
^our acknowledgment of it. Deeds have silkenit, as well as words. We also appreciate
p>ur hint of tho enlightened age of the ninecenth century; for we do not believe in the
loetrine, that we would have done right if we

lad not hcen admonished of doing wrong. Wo
jolieve if the disponiliou exist* to do right, that :

10 misguided zeal of sympathizers would l>e
able so easily to turn us from our purposes,
[admitting it to be such ;) such doctrine has
been most successfully applied to the muchhatedand contemned Abolitionist*, to whom
tho slave owes his ameliorated condition. His i

physical condition has been much improved Tor ,

the last twenty years. His spiritual condition
is receiving some considerable attention from
some quarters.with a strict guard ujmn his
intellectual condition. We, who niofe-a to
wish their emancipation, are teaching them,
us far as wo can within limits of Jaw.eoino
lew go beyond it.and we arc aiming to treat
tlioni kindly.

va o look to i,w>oriu un win oesi iiomo icr

:heni; but wo do not prohibit any other, to
whioh they would wish to go or Htay. We horn
propose to those who favor the Liberinn Rchonio
tor abolishing slavery, (of which we think most

highly,) to let iiH sen thein put it in praotice.
Let them go immediately to work, and teach
them, prepare them for Liberia, and send them
away. Then we will believe in their sincerity.
But, alas! while we can see from one of our

broadest streets, suspended from the tof* of
the houses, across tho street, u pennon, bearing
in large letters this inscription."Tai.dot's
Slavic Depot".with the lower floor filled
with men and women for sale.specimens of .

them at the doors.and the very high prices
which these victims now command.wn fear
that Virginia and the other eifsirting States
will send down morn slaves for Talbot, than
free men for Liberia.
Wo will ask Christians, politicians, mothers.

North and South, to suspend ordinary thought
for two minutes, and ask themselves tho que*- ration,What does a ''Southern right" mean'
The process of thought will bring up the Constitution.Then think how a portion of the men
who framed it objected to the clause. " Poisonshound to labor," &<\, being inserted in it.
but did consent to it, to cement the Union nt

that critical stage of our liberty's progress, he
cause the owners of sl aves would not make a

compact without it. Think why the term
« .'i 1 i -r o
jwrvuil witn liwu, IHQRCUI Ml PIII>V I liiurx.

again, would our model uiiin, our iorod Wash
ington, have sanctioned n fugitive slave law in
1853 ? He left all hie slave* fire in 1800, and
provided means for them to be taught to rrad
and write. Think, Northern or Southorn moth- -j 1
ere, liow you would feel, to have a promising
daughter of fifteen taken from you, and, when |
naked, ' Where is she?" to lie unable to tay
more than, " I don't know! Alter Moater Tom
took her away, ho sa>* ho put Iter in the ' trndor'syard,' and doesn't know where she was

aold. I expect, to lied river.'' Or how would {

you feel, when tho ''negro trader'' in Kentucky
waa gathering up hia gang for the Now Orleans
market, to he put in it at a few hours notice.
to leave a bttle child or children.chained, if
you reflated ?
Such thinga arc not tho alleged fictions (f

Uncle Tom's Cabin. They are undeninhlo
truths! and bccauxo they are truth*', wo nek
you, Christian a, politician*, mot In re, to think
d" thein. Ponder over thorn, and lend your hi t
to abolish ao horrid a system, which we believe
:o be, front a jmrsonal knowledge with it, in
ilrnost all ita phases, what I'itt anid it whs
'A max*, a system of cnormitica, which inc< iiirovertiblybids defiance to any regulation
which ingenuity can devise, or jsiwer effect,
Jut a total extinction." While I write thi«, v

ny thoiighta reach to many accnc* that would
rival thoac delineated in Undo Tom's Cabin.
;he truth of which delineations I dare not dirivow,though romantically told. The very
many exceptions of kind treatment whiclmlavcs
receive Irom very many families.which i am
loo happy in acknowledging.is no excuao lor
Christiana to sustain a aystein that put* it in
the power of an many others, that ure not disposedto treat thorn "kindly, and who do treat
diem cruelly. Their physical sufferings, even

hen, arc nothing compared to their moral
legrad&tion.

litis question of slavery wo do not consider
0 lie a political one. It is a great moral question,that involves the higheat principles (1 our

Jhriatian religion, and equally concerns you
md us. and all nations of the globe. It is not
1 isditical question, whether a man shall ho
leprived of the l'ruite of hia labor ! whether ho f
ilmll bo denied the privilege to nail hie wile I
ind ohildron his own' VMMf h« shall not ba -LJ
aught to read, under penalty of line and irn- |H
irieonriont fir the teacher! and, worst of all, |}l
vhether he shall belong to himaelf! These \
ire questions of high consideration for Chris- I
iann to decide and they arc called upon to do I
t. And they can do it, if they will! One of I
tur must eminent divines, who has writ tin I
nost ahly an the subject, has raid " that there I
i no power in the United States that could I
ustnin slavery for an hour, if the church would I
lot do it." Whon members of churchue, elders I
nd ministers of the Goapcl, not ouly own I
laves, but sell slaves when Christian editoie I
f professedly religious newspapers.such ns I
are the widest circulation at the South.fill I
lieir columns with the most Litter invectives I
gainst those who »ay anything agaiiist it, and I
oil contrive to pick up, Mr* and there, every I
tde incident or fact that speaks favorably for I
s are we not driven to such a conclusion? 1
an endure Christians owning slaves, because I
re are in the midst of slavery; but I oannot I
ndure the fact of their selling then), justifying I
and doing notliing to get clear of it.' A

roog onoe acknowledged, the business of I
ighting it is half accompliehed Let every I
hristian slaveholder make a law for him*< If, I
:iat every female eliall be free at twenty-ono |
Burn of age, ar.l every mule Rt >WWlj4w
luring their minority lot them be taught to
»ad, and whatever else that will tit tb«ui for
thing care of theianelvea.then they will Ite »

t subjects for Liberia, und let theui be rent
'

tore.
1 may be ehargrd with not loving my coun

ry for writing this, that may |ierchaace meet

'.ngland's eye. 1 do not love my country leva
ecauae I hato wicked deeds. My birthright
f freedom was bequeathed to me by my tmher
rho fought for it, aud 1 lovo it most devotedly!


